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Giue it the Captaine? Duke, Haft thee for thy fife. 
Baft. He hath Commiflion from thy wife and me, ' 

To hang C or deb* in the prifon, and to lay 
The blame vpon her owne defpaire. 

That die fordid her felfe, 

Du^e, The Gods defend her, beare him hence a while. 

Enter Lear with £ or delta in his arntes. 

Lear. Howlcjhowlc.howlc^howle, Oyou aremenofftones 
Had I your tongues and eyes, I would vfe them fo, 

That heauens v atilt fhould cracke,lhees gone for eucr, 

I lenow when one is dead and when one liues, 

Shees dead as earth, lend me a looking glafle. 

If that her breath will niift or ftaine the none. 

Why then fhe liues. Kent. Ischisthepromiftend. 

Edg, Or image ofthat horror. Duke, Fall and ceafc* 
Lear. This feather ftirs (lie liues, ifitbe fo, 

I I is a chance which do’s redeeme all fbrowes 

That cuer I hauc felt. Kent. A my good maifter. 

Lear. Prctheaway? Edg. Tis noble Kent your friend, 
Lear. A plague vpon your murderous traytors all, 

I might hauc faued her, now Ihees gone for eucr, 

Cordelia, for delta, ftay a 1 ittle, ha, 

What ift thou fayeft, her voyce was euer foft. 

Gentle and low, an excellent thingin women, 

I kild the flaue that was ahangi ng thee. 
fap. Tistruemy Lords, he did. 

Lear. DidI not fellow. ? I haue feene the day, 

With my good biting Fduchon I would 
Haue made them skippe, I am old now. 

And thefe fame erodes fpoyle me, who are you? 

Mine eyes are not othe beft, ile tell you ftraight. 

, Kent. If Fortune bragd of two (he lou( !p Or hated. 

One of them we behold. Lear. Are nof you Kent? 

Kent. The fame your feruant ATm?, where is your feruant Cam, 
Lear. Hees a good fellow, I cantellthat, 

Hcele ftrike and quickly too, hees dead and rotten. 

Kent. No my good Lord, I am the very man. 


Lear, Ile fee that ftraight. 


Kent, 
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Kent. That from your life of difference and decay, 

Haue followed your fad fteps. Lear. You’r welcome hither. 

Kent. Nor no man elfe, als chearles, darke and deadly. 

Your eldeft daughters haueforedoome thcmfelues. 

And defperatly are dead. Lear. So thinke I to, 

Duke. He knowesnot what he fees, and vaine it is, 

That weprefent vs to him, Sdg. Verybootleffc, Enter 

Cent. Edmund is dead my Lord. Captdtne. 

Duke. Thatsbut a trifle heere, you Lords and noble friends. 
Know our intent, what comfort to this decay may come, fhallbe 
applied : for vs we wil refigne during the life of this old maiefty , 
to him our abfolute power, you to your rights with boote, and 
fuch addition as your honor haue more then merited, all friends 
Ihall taft the wages of their vertue,and al foes the cup of their de- 

feruings,Ofee,lee. 

Lear . Andmy poore foole is hangd, no, no life, why fhould a 
doo’.ahorfe, arat oflifeand thou no breath at all, O thou wilt 
come no more, neuer,neuer,neuer, pray you vndo this button, 

thankeyou fir, O. 0 , 0 , 0 . Edg. Hefaints my Lord,my Lord. 

Lear , Breake hart,I prethe breake. Edgar. Look vp my Lord . 

Kent. Vex not his ghoft, O let him pafle. 

He hates him that would vpon the wracke. 

Of this tough world ftretch him out longer. 

Edg. O he is gone indeed. 

Kent. Thewonder is, he hath endured fo long, 

He but vfurpt his life. 

‘Duke. Beare them from hence, ourprefentbufines 
Is to gcnerall woe, friends ofmy foule,you twaine 
Rule in this kingdorne, and the goard ftate fuftaine. 

Kent. I haue a iourney fir, fhortly to go, 

My maifter cals, and I ’ill not fay no. 

Duke. Thewaightofthis fad timewemuft obey, 

Speake whatwefeele, notwhatwe oughttofay. 

The oldeft haue borne moft, we that are yong. 

Shall neuer fee fo much, nor liuefo long. t 



